28o            THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

me after all I had gone through, and with the
keen anxiety I was still feeling about those
left behind, to put the account of the terrible
disaster into words ; but I felt that if I did
not write then, I should not have the
strength to do so later on, and I managed
to send a full account home by the next
mail.

We halted at Lahkipur all that day, and
we started to march our last fourteen miles
into Cachar on the night of April 2, or,
rather, the early morning of the 3rd. A
number of the planters in the neighbourhood
came in to Lahkipur to see us before we
left, and hear from our own lips the narra-
tive of our escape, and the news of it all
got into Cachar long before we ourselves
arrived.

Everyone seemed anxious to show us all
kindness; but the efforts that were made to
secure comforts for me in particular were
innumerable as they were generous. When
I eventually did arrive at Cachar, I found